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cover art: "Anonymous" by Christine Maxson 
The Gift 
A pull at my trousers makes me look down 
I see my entire world, dear blue eyes lock with mine. 
A shiny black stone in the folds of her palm 
It's for you Daddy, it's millions of years old 
It's a fossil. 
Looking at her triumphant face 
I try to comprehend how easily she traversed the eons. 
Millions of years, 
Dancing and tripping from the lips of a child. 
Sean McNamara 
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A Poet's Sense of Value 
1 he end of man, as I conceive it, is to be creati vc in Life, both the life 
of others and the life of self. And in doing this is he faithful to the Life of life, 
the Self of self- that creative force which becomes personed in man, and 
which some call God. 
At the end of our day, in examen in the stillness of ourselves, it is not 
to minutiae we should pay attention but to whether or not we have been 
creative or destructive in the lives of others and ourselves. To grieve not 
over weakness or out of absurd reflection on peccadillos that sully self· 
perfection, but over whether or not we have brought some few with whom 
we have been engaged, in the classroom or in the course of our day, a little 
further into what they could be-exquisitely themselves in the sublime 
paradox of their days. 
Theendofmanisnow. All our promise is in what weare. In realizing 
this, we will be as close to eternity- the transcendence of time--as it is 
possible to be: to give, to act, to deliver oneself as fully as possible to The 
Beloved, who is the nearest Thou. Then we have begun our paradise and 
do not wait for it. The act is paradise and waits for no compensation. 
And in this, weare neither oblivious to nor intimidated by institution, 
prescription or people who would obstn1ct us, but acting under the radical 
light of conscience, the effect of our experience of reality, we do what we 
deeply hope to be the best for Person, for whom we have primary concern. 
Not law, or institution or essence, though a11 are needed for the operation 
of our lives, are ends in themselves, but Person is and for him do we live. 
In this deliverance we are delivered to our God in virtue of whom all 
are. That principle that suffers and celebrates itself in its human members 
docs not need us, except in those members. Our prayer is in being-for those 
members: to deliver what we know and what we are, as completely as our 
weakness and strength allow, to The Beloved which is Life with the face of 
man. 
I am reminded, now, of what St.lraneus of Lyons has said, ''The Glory 
of God is man fully alive." To this glory do I deliver myself. 
]ames Magner, Jr. 
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The Consummation of Fabrication 
Earth movers moved earth 
Slowly ahead of me. I followed 
Shovelling dropped dirt. Our wake 
An open wound on the 
Skin of earth. Eyes tearing from 
Stinging sweat, soon cry from 
Vulgar realization. The infection pussed. 
Quick and tall it spread. 
On return the frame now finished 
Cold, hard, grotesque, rigid 
In unnaturalness. 
Slow rolling contours 
Immeasurably perfect-
flat and manicured for beauty. 
Swift waters 
Immeasurably perfect-
Stagnant ponds pumped for prettiness. 
One could measure the perfection. 
Perfect angles. 
Perfect lines. 
How perfect is it really? 
Its only perfection is reflection. 
Leo Strawsburg 
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Bass Fishing 
Through the crick and over the jolting field road 
to the place where the Grand was gentled, 
Dad drove the old Dodge. Before he had his waders 
on, our dog was in the water snatching minnows. 
He knew the spot, there under the willows where the sun 
and shadows dappled the dear waters, in the cricket-quietude. 
I studied the cast, the fly just snaffed the riffle, 
slowly dragged, not too many times and snap, the old bass 
was hooked, unhooked, and secured in the creel. 
We watched, mom and I, pan-ready, confident 
of Dad's skill, of supper, in that summer's solstice. 
]eanJanke 
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The Boy with the Camera 
Everyday, the boy with the camera 
Walks past the ball game at the end of the Jane 
Into the thick woods, darker than any 
Basement cellar that houses crimson wines 
In bottle green, corked and waxed, 
Looking antique, old as the looming trees, 
Covered with dust-a blanketed field 
Of freshly fallen snow-and with lace-like webs 
Spun between their smooth necks, 
Waiting to be uncorked by the silver screw, 
Freed to breathe 
Pleasure into the woman that treasures them; 
Sipping, slowly, 
Her tongue caressed by the bitter-sweet dryness 
That soothes ... 
Passing the monstrous oaks, 
Only the boy with the camera 
Sees the smiling faces in each 
Piece of bark that captures 
His glance. 
Travelling alone down the path leading to the pools 
Which form from the creek that trickles 
And tickles his bare feet, shoed only by the mud. 
He sits upon a fallen sapling 
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Right next to 
A single rose bud, 
N ot yet bloomed, 
Enclosed by its emerald blankets, 
Concealing the crimson delight, 
And repelling the soft rain that has just begun to fall, 
As if tears that roJJ down a blushing cheek, 
Fal1ing to moisten the dainty fingers below the ground 
Which hold the picture in place. 
Without the rain~tears falling upon the ground 
And into the mirrored pools, 
The rose may wither before it blooms 
Into the solitary statue of dainty crimson-
Enamelled, etched marble, smooth as exotic imported silks---
A picture untaken 
By the boy with the camera 
Who walks past the ball game each day. 
Gregory Allen Bauer 

From The Book of Psalms 
My bath tub is made of iron and my soap is of animal fat. 
My heart is made of old history. 
My breath smells of whiskey and when I drive home I am blind. 
There is another God that old Abraham was a chosen to assist. 
I lie in the ovens and wait for the blood in my brain to reach the 
boiling point. 
I have thoughts of my children who have been made into slaves. 
They eat a bowl of starvation soup and a crumb of bread. 
One daughter is almost nine and has never been enslaved before. 
The boy is 12 and he is strong as an ox, which prevented him from 
going to the gas chambers. 
You must understand one thing and this is very important, 
I have come to this planet from God and I have had my days to 
create. 
I was brought to Earth by 2 angels who are like surgeons and 
implanted my soul at the moment of my mother's orgasm, not my 
father's as is usually the case. 
The objective is to assure a creative soul. 
This is how it is done. 
I have been before. 
My parents were poor. 
They were Jewish laborers in Czechoslovakia where they worked 
bent over in the fields digging root crops. 
Mother worked right up to term and walked to the side of the field 
and stooped in the grasses like the Indian women. 
I came to this Earth at harvest and I now lie in the ovens and in 
the flames. 
I don't like being in this oven. 
My blood is beginning to boil. 
Never pour the tea until it is well steeped. 
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But my poems are published. 
I coUccted royalties from a publisher in Prague. 
I have an envelope with the check in my jacket pocket. 
I never got a chance to endorse it before the police picked us up. 
But I feel no pain. 
Not to compare to the growth and development of this earthly li fe. 
It is not easy to be a Jew in Eastern Europe as my present 
predicament would indicate. 
My poems are read in saloons and in parlors in nice homes with 
beautiful daughters. 
I sold a box full of poems so that I could pay my rent and buy 
winter boots for my children. 
They are, it is so sad, doomed to be slaves. 
But if they could be here by my side. 
1 could comfort them and protect from the sadistic guards. 
They are my only poems that I didn't write on my own. 
My wife stoops in a field. 
The poetry was hers. 
Below is the glow of the bones of what was once my wife. 
My blood in my brain is beginning to boil. 
I see in the distance two familiar angels coming with a bag of my 
oldest poems and an old wooden box containing my soul. 
But through the flames I hear a voice, 
through the heap of bones glowing orange, 
through the old history of my heart, 
it becomes so dear, "And under his wing thou shalt take refuge." 
Peter Leon 
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The Ladies of St. Elizabeth's 
The ladies of St. Elizabeth's look to the sea 
and watch the horses ride the shallow shore. 
Speed-sailors wheel past on the sand 
in crafts they never saw when they were young. 
The tide is out, the sun sets tonight 
and tomorrow they will have their evening snack 
and will sit again to watch beach-people 
run barefoot on the sand or ride horses 
that kick up romantic sea flakes 
or tack fast as sails catch the wind. 
And the sun will set again on the draining tide 
and fresh mothers will lead laughing boys 
back to the cars as another round is through. 
The ladies of St. Elizabeth's have a lovely view. 
Francis J. Smith 
First Snow 
Confectioner's sugar 
sifted on green green 
summer growth 
peeking through 
here and there 
reminder of newness 
resting under frosting. 
Mary L. Cahen 
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Dime Western 
It reappears 
at an old, roadside 
bookstore in Vermont, 
the story you Jived 
in more than read 
a dozen times 
one vacant summer 
at nine or ten. 
There, neglected, 
is the title, 
familiar 
as your name 
and beneath 
the cardboard cover's 
faded sky, the same 
country keeps 
its rugged woods 
and youthful hero 
with his wry 
engaging grin. 
It took 
a dictionary 
to know him then. 
What was he after 
in those wild hills 
full of danger 
on a horse no other 
man could master? 
That was forgotten 
years ago. Less 
important matters 
intervened. Now 
older men 
make him uneasy. 
From the big roan 
he observes you 
with mistrust 
and rides on alone. 
George Bilgere 
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Adam 
First you named the moons you saw everywhere, 
Anytime-not just your familiar, the 
Quarter moon sponge-stenciled white on a still 
Daylit sky, sailing over tree tops, but 
Bananas, apple wedges, accidental 
Blue moons you saw in your scribbles, a moon 
At midday on the garden bench, one dead 
Leaf curled in on itself. 
Soon you demanded 
Moons, so I crayoned Prussian moons, blue-violet 
Moons, homed yellow moons. Then you made me see 
When you give the page a quarter tum, moons 
Are boats. 
A triangle between her horns 
Caught a breeze and set our moon scudding, 
Dancing on wavy lines, a yellow ball 
Beaming overhead. Now pyramids, road 
Signs, metronomes were boats, and all our walks 
Regattas. "Best philosopher," from you 
I learned that whole apples, green peas, and suns 
Are only balls, and oranges shine down 
On boats; that we can roll and clasp the sun 
To our chests and play catch with him. 
Even I 
Became you. "Carry you," you commanded, 
Arms raised, for "you" and "me" were all the same 
To you-
until the day you made your line 
Curve back on itself and meet its start, the 
Day some well-meaning fool taught you "circle," 
The first syllable proudly drawn out. You 
Gave your circle eyes and a moon-boat smile, 
A triangle body, fat legs: "That's me," 
You beamed, sending the chastened moon to her 
Old place in the night sky. 
But I still see 
Moon-boats everywhere: standing here in this 
Chilly Fall garden, watching a curled leaf 
Suspended from a branch, her mast a strand 
Of spider silk, sailing bravely on a current 
Of air. 
Sally Joranko 
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Is There Life after Death? 
Grandfather is sitting in his underwear in his stone tomb 
looking over an old assortment of black and white photographs 
containingimageryofhismotherandmymotherand thegroupphotos 
of the whole family with single shots of all his children and on 
the wall was taped one beautiful portrait of Ann, my grandmother. 
Standing behind my grandfather was a winged angel with a great wing 
span when opened to the infinity of eternity calculated at the distance 
a six year boy could run. 
Grampa had a cigarette, with which he had once used to battle 
cancer, burning in the dim rays of the muted light that is censored 
by the translucent stained glass window made slowly and carefully 
with images of a pastoral poem of sunlight still but warm as the 
love of a young mother's breast. 
I walked up the path and stood before the iron bar door and I 
knocked and I called out Grandpa's name. 
He stayed where he was sitting and called then for me to come on in 
... the door's unlocked. 
r walked in and I was stunned by the presence of the angel and took 
one step back. 
"He's alright grandson. No need for alarm. We were just discussing 
adding a new wing for the youngin's. What do ya think?" he said 
matter-a-factly. "Look at all these photos. They are all spoken 
for, but that doesn't give assurance to future generations." 
''There are lovers in old Chevy's. There are rabbis and their 
children. And there is the pharmacist. Now he's done a lot of good 
for the community. And then there's the poet. Have you made them 
smile and have you been able to bring tears to your own mother's eyes? 
If you have been able to complete these important tasks, why 
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then, this angel is gonna help us. He helped in the building of the 
prototype Universe. He's good. Real good. You should sec his wing 
span." 
I stand in the old tomb of my great-grandfathers' and I am a descendant 
of all that came before me. Wars and economic crisis. Thegreat-grandmothers 
had once been the cornucopias of this generation and others. And there 
were old Plymouths and lots of dogs and station wagons filled with 
screaming chlldren and groceries. 
Grampa sat there looking at the ground and the angel glowed ""ith his 
eternal light. 
I stood there in my blue jeans and my baseball cap and a notebook full of 
poems. 
There were stars slowly turning in my brain. 
And you know, I had finally grown my hair back to the registered length 
for an official Jesus Christ sew on merit badge for going to help the sick 
and mend broken bones and feed the poor. 
But this was not enough. 
I'm helping to raise my nephew in his so very cute two year old stage. 
His mother, bless her soul, is buried here. 
The micro wave overcharged and blew sky high. 
Fortunately her body shielded the little motherless boy. 
Well that was that. 
Cramps signed the contract with his heart and now we can all be 
assured of a proper Christian burial. 
I wanted to remind Grampa that we are all Jewish but he looked so 
pleased with himself, I'm hoping these details can be worked out 
later. 
Peter Leon 
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The Liberation 
I cannot stand to give anyone my chair, 
No one would want it. 
The melodious sky larks serenade, 
Reverberates not off my drum. 
The strength of the Tempest, or lilies on still pools, 
Concealed by opaqueness. 
The aesthetic beauty of Shakespearean soliloquies, 
Decimated by my tongue. 
The sting of a wasp, or a child's hand gently taking mine, 
Creates no sensation. 
I am my own tomb, 
My sentinel the Reaper patiently sits in brooding darkness. 
I feel no pain yet I am tortured, 
My body decays while my mind screams out. 
Rotting bed sores, repulsion on faces, 
Death rattles in my throat, 
Blood runs black, 
Thankfully the Reaper rises. 
Sean McNamara 
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Memories of the Depression 
Grandma makes her old bread into 
pudding or toast, 
and she keeps rubber bands 
in a jar above the sink. 
Most of her money is under her mattress 
(too obvious for burglars 
I've heard her say), 
and on Sunday afternoons 
Grandma always dips coupons. 
At dinner, 
Grandma makes me eat 
as much as I can bear, 
and then 1 sit bloated 
with her in front of the t.v., 
and when she talks of the GREAT DEPRESSION, 
I act like I don't understand 
that everything 
in the world can slip away, 
everything can 
be taken from us 
except our fear of hunger. 
David Humphries 
Holy Correspondence 
People up there have had their eyes on me; 
I have known that from the start. Father, 
we both must know of those who use 
Your Goodness as some 
pure disguise, hoping to 
suffocate true longing, 
like Sister Mary Margaret, 
my fourth grade teacher 
who sent me to the infirmary 
on the last day of summer school, 
punishment for fainting 
in the heavy August heat. 
I returned earlier than she had hoped 
to find her skirt nestled under her arms 
and her habit twisted 
in Father Howard's sweating palms. 
I grabbed my books and ran outside, 
a sequence of Hail Marys racing through my mind. 
I pray in a cathedral on Ridgeway Avenue 
and attend Mass twice each day. I don't 
join in with the Scripture readings. No, 
I keep dose ties with You in my own words, 
in my own mind, 
in my heart. 
I can help You forget tarnished souls 
and disbelief. 
The thin wafer of Your Body melting 
along the surface of my tongue 
could make me sacrifice everything. 
Maggie Kenny 
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Bann Redemption or Death Be Proud 
Weaponless, Dad and i went to the airport to pick up his 
Wife, my Mother and to see how much the great continent 
had transfigured her spending habits, views on Motherhood 
and life beyond the grave 
Dad mumbled words in the car about flight arrivals and 
departures and how important it was to travel 
light and how food on airplanes always gives you gas and he 
shut up fast when he saw the sign AIRPORT next right 
Meeting her at the Tower lounge and grille and not feeling 
like taking anything in, Dad and i sat with our backs turned 
facing the incoming traffic waiting to see the missing link 
that was gone, and thought dead for three weeks, 
She loomed in and sat across from her Husband, ordered 
coffee and looked at him with a twenty year stare and he 
winced back, but only half as long and nowhere as polar. 
'Thought you were gone," he said, "I was," she said, "For 
good," he said, ''You wish," she said. She looked down at his 
empty hand 
What she looked for was sitting on the cheap formica top of 
the T.V.; thinking it would never pinch his hand again when 
someone shook too hard, and it would never catch his gloves 
when he shoveled snow in winter and it would never remind him 
He looked and saw the same and would never know that it lay 
tarnished in the pocket of a greasy pawnbroker infinities 
away but enough to pay for a ticket home to her husband and 
Ringless, the two giants felled, rejoined in their betrayal, 
I asked the waitress for the bill 
Joseph Cimpennan 
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Alfred Cahen 
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The Teacher 
Now he was a professor. Then a schoolboy. Now atop his home in the 
suburbs writing of the past. Then an oddball, goosing people and playing 
the clown to get a rise from schoolmates, a sense of Hfe in some sort of 
affinnation,attention. Somebreakthroughthedarkfrustration,thedespair 
of guilt engendered by given circumstance, his given isolation. He struggled 
wi lh his adolescent helplessness, a yearning bird in a vacuum. Outwardly 
provocative; inwardly, child of yearning heart. 
His English teacher was Fitzsimmons and they were waiting now for 
him to make his entrance. The only class he cared for was English. The rest 
were endured or failed. They only kept him on campus because he played 
football. But even that would soon end. 
He couldn't resist imitating Fitzsimmons. He was very large, very 
portly, with a great bulbous nose and acned face. Bald. Something like a 
gigantic W.C Fields. He even talked out of the side of his mouth. And he 
would relish swinging behind him on afternoons outside Irv's Candy Store, 
moving his body, tilted backward, waving his arms in imitation of 
Fitzsimmons's paunchy swinging, his lumbering with his bulging bookbag 
and fong raglan coat. And all the boys would go wild. And for a moment 
there was glee. For a moment. Only for a moment. He knew Fitzsimmons 
would go home nights and sit playing chords alone in his apartment. It had 
filtered down to him from somebody. He also could not remember 
Fitzsimmons upbraiding him for his outlandish behavior. 
So now, another class. "Out of the Cradle, Endlessly Rocking." "We 
two together ... two together." He had taken the picture of Mussolini and 
his mistress, hung upside down in a square in Milan and hid it in the hollow 
base of his swimming trophy. That communion, for him, was beyond a 
fascism he did not know or care about. He was darkened by, yet lived with, 
constantly, the two figures, hung, horridly, upside down in the square in 
Italy. And this somehow melded in his mind with Whitman's solitary song 
of vocation, longing for the Beloved. The Beloved which he as a child, as a 
young man had longed for. He would even kiss his ann at night, the soft 
flesh of the relaxed bicep, imagining that it was the one he loved. And so 
Whitman and so Mussolini. And now, he knew, and so Fitzsimmons. 
Above the roofs of time, gazing to the east, searching for a word that would 
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utter the vanished. 
Unbeknown to all, he also had written poetry since Mtss Flaherty, in 
seventh grade, had stunned the class by saying_ ''Write a poem." From then 
on, endlessly, he had written, learning from Poe, from Keats, from Lowell, 
from Shelley. Even from Maugham, Henry james, Fizgerald and Conrad. 
Slowly by himself, imitating them, assimilating what they taught him in 
their verbal contour, shapes, rhythms, aspirations. 
Now Fitzsimmons entered. Sure enough he arose and swung behind 
his teacher with his teacher's striding steps. And thet\, halfway up the aisle, 
darted back to his seat. Fitzsimmons, out of the side of his mouth, spoke as 
if he were aware of nothing except Whibnan and the students before him. 
He asked him to rise; he did. 
"Mr. Mannix, would you read the poem for today, please." 
All the boys smiled; this was going to be good. He smiled for a 
moment, but when he bent to the book, he smiled no more. And the boys 
smiled no more. There was stillness except for h is voice saying the lines: 
"Out of the cradle endlessly rocking 
Out of the mocking-bird's throat, the musical shuttle, 
Out of the ninth month midnight ... 
. . . Born hither, ere all eludes me, hurriedly, 
A man, yet by these tears a little boy again .. . 
. . . I chanter of poems and joys, uniter of here 
and hereafter ... 
. . . A reminiscence sing . 
. . . 0 you singer solitary, singing by yourself 
projecting me, 
0 solitary me listening, never more shall I cease 
perpetuating you, 
Never more shall! escape, never more the reverberations, 
Never more the cries of unsatisfied love be absent 
from me, 
Never again leave me to be the peaceful child I was 
before what there in the night, 
By the sea under the yellow and sagging moon, 
The messenger-there arous' d, the fire, the sweet 
hell within, 
The unknown want, the destiny of me . .. . " 
Now he wept. Gazing to the east, above the roofs of time, he wrote. 
The only, useless, hidden tribute he was capable of. The only redemption 
of love available. His teacher. He now was teacher. What had happened 
that he could notconceivein words? He continued to write, amid his crying 
and convulsions. He could not see the words, but continued to write. 
"From the thousand responses of my heart never 
to cease .... " 
James Magner, Jr. 
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The Call 
Birdsong 
lifts me from 
my slumber, 
penetrating 
the complacency 
of a dulled 
mind and soul. 
In sheet-like fashion 
the melody blankets 
the dew laden land, 
shattering 
the stuccoed walls 
which fail to filter 
the song. 
Strange sounds, 
seemingly in discord, 
strain 
my novice ear. 
Distinctly mesmerizing, 
true 
to no one musical chord; 
within a single score, 
I hear 
the mocking laughter 
of the woodpecker, 
the scratchy chirp 
of the cricket, 
and the beckoning coo 
of the Dove. 
A call 
to run amid 
the rna tin world, 
embrace the Bird of Paradise, 
and applaud 
His ethereal 
Hymn. 
Susan Go-vernale 
unemployed thinker; a day of summer 
A DREAM: 
under the trees: 
april snow lingers 
in the clearing: 
giant moths mingle 
from the road: 
heat rises in waves 
I awake and 
the rhythm of dreams returns; 
it is summer 
I feel close to the kids and their toys 
and the boys on the comer; 
an echo of ignorant immortality 
seeps from our relentless pursuit of nothing, 
and time is measured in increments of pointlessness, 
for fatality is easy 
and sweeter than frustration 
the debriefing at dinner is not good; 
my parents exchange glances 
that I refuse to interpret (pity or d isgust), 
and I slip outside and away 
as the night releases the city 
from the grip of heat 
past the old school, 
the walls that held and released us, 
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and I am glad 
summer has shelved the memory of school days 
far away and in their proper place 
I push away sleep until It overwhelms me 
and stifles all stray thoughts 
A DREAM: 
swinging tarzan in the neighbors' willow 
running barefoot through the creek 
listen: 
the mill's train goes clackcty-clack 
moving away moving away 
I wake again, 
and stop-
...... 
1 abridge my mother's favorite phrase: 
ALL THINGS MUST COME TO AN END 
taking this as my bitter-sweet consolation, 
I leave the house to try again, 
and above me: 
in the morning blue sky, 
the moon is still floating 
a ghost colored pale 
with the residue 
of every night's memories 
it is summer-
I am unemployed, 
but thinking, 
and even 
in the midst of failure 
the rhythm 
of each dream remains 
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..... 
David Humphries 
One of Us 
well there she comes 
wearing a hat 
only woman I know who does 
says she wears one to bed 
I believe it 
she would 
says it keeps her head warm 
and then she doesn't sneeze 
and makes them all herself 
now that is an envy proposition! 
she's right 
have to know how to wear a hat 
a certain tilt of head and neck 
a proud movie-actress way 
velvets ribbons 
beads and lace 
and sometimes turkey feathers 
bonnets and turbans 
berets and cloches 
a gift, this fashioning 
had it with men too 
open the door 
bring her in 
God knows she knows whatever there is to know 
Helen Barna 
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Sonnet to G.F. Handel on "Surely He Hath 
Borne Our Griefs" 
Bittersweet strains of music greet my ears; 
Joined by the powerful voices of the choir, 
Wrought by anguish, suffering. and tearsi 
Blessed with a sweet and rapturous fire. 
You were a genius to know me so well, 
Handel; the doubts and fears that I have knowni 
Dreams of meeting my fate in burning Hell 
Are erased: with your faith, my faith has grown. 
Farewell to you-for you are with our Lord, 
And now sit at his feet, I do believe. 
The fear and abuse that some have adored 
To see are futile beside the spell you weave. 
Oh, perfect song with every note in placei 
Oh, perfect God created those so base. 
Valerie L. Hobson 
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HBO 
It is late 
and though the tv is color 
now, my mother and I keep 
custom, our immemorial vigil 
in the little den, remarking 
now and then what passes 
for life on the screen, 
speaking more to the flickering 
light than to each other. 
I spent a childhood 
knowing her this way, 
this woman well into 
her fourth or fifth 
gin and tonic. 
They give her a fixed, 
uncanny intensity. 
She leans forward as if 
driving through a snowstorm, 
her eyes bright, the cancer 
still too young to have 
a say in what she does, 
content for now to go 
along for the ride. 
In this small room 
where I am watched 
from the shelves by photos 
of myself, and of a lost 
man in uniform who stands 
with a young wife and children 
smiling from his exile 
in another time 
a young woman steps out of her shoes, 
slowly takes off her blouse 
and bra. This is new. 
My mother and I 
who used to spend our Sunday nights 
watching Ed Sullivan as she 
ironed my school clothes 
watch in our time-honored silence. 
We would like to pretend 
this hasn't happened 
as we pretend 
she isn't drunk 
or that last year 
surgeons did not remove 
her breasts (ample 
under tight sweaters 
in the old photographs) 
in an act of flawless surgery 
that left her trim 
as a tall, tired boy. 
Now, before either of us 
can imagine what to do, 
a woman is stripped to the waist, 
moving through our inviolable den 
in a kind of bright 
hallucinatory glory, 
dropping her skirt 
and entering the shower 
where soaping herself 
to a dreamy soundtrack 
is all her lovely hands 
were ever meant to do. 
The camera cannot look away. 
This is what my mother 
would call smut, but it has us 
both entranced, trapped 
before the set. Now 
would be the time 
to reprise one of our stock 
conversations on the injustices 
of the pay scale at the hospital 
where she works, but 
even the most potent 
of our family spells 
can do nothing 
to withstand this girl 
in her shower of light 
who turns and bends and dances, 
writhing in slow motion 
under the dazzling water, 
her nodding, milky mystery 
of flesh engulfing us. 
My father watches from his shelf. 
My mother nurses at her drink. 
In the unbearable silence 
we all hold on 
for dear life to the flashing screen. 
George Bilgere 
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I search the sea of fate 
To see, to fathom this: 
Floating on shimmering waves of ambiguity 
Tantalizing me with its crystalline future 
Of indigo eyes and fiery hair 
Where do the swells end and clouds begin? 
Rush over me with your wild sea 
Of passionate torrents and raging thunder 
Rescue me from the dreary depths of myself 
Take my hand and guide me 
To the safe haven of your heart. 
We drift on the sea of destiny 
To see, to fathom this: 
Beckoning us with eternal rhythm and roll 
The ebb and flow of life, the currents of emotion 
Guiding us through the straits of doubt 
And over the reefs of fear, 
Beyond the looming nimbus and crushing sweJJs 
Into the certainty of love. 
Matthew Wolf 
in the clearing 
still fresh in my mind 
i tasted you 
there 
the hollow shadow 
slides slowly 
off my tongue 
and there 
it screamed out 
its name 
its name 
its name 
and again 
and there you Jay 
beaten and bruised 
the india skyline 
still fresh in your mind 
Karen Gaile 
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Cold Showers in Confessionals 
I never knew how to kiss mouth-open 
Until one day, a good day, actually Good Friday 
She, with her Bonnie Bell Strawberry Lip Smacker 
On her softly asking lips 
Grabbed my sweatshirt by the shoulders and we 
went down on the low tar-soft roof behind the public school 
Her mouth was full, and fruity, and her tongue so goddamn 
pleading 
"Will God damn you?" asked the priest in the confessional 
How should I know, or figure out, or care-
I could still smell her hair on my lips 
To even be aware of such catechismal questions. 
He began his incantation to purify my spotted soul 
And I left the little phone booth to God 
A new superman to get my spots back again. 
Flying away from the Church of Saint Virginia 
I sought her thighs, the smooth of her back, her navel 
and stomach that shudders at the lap 
of my tongue that dips just between her 
belt and skin-
and all this with a saved soul. 
Joseph Cimperman 
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A Family Matter 
Just had the worst 
cup of coffee 
money can buy. 
A drunken woman, 
dying for a cigarette, 
blears through ember eyes, 
bums one between 
full-blooded stories 
of her Blackfoot father, 
who died at 110 
of suspicious 
causes. Mean-
while a parade 
of the lame 
and lamenting 
stumbles 
into hidden dungeons, 
as ambulances 
unload their 
carcass cargo 
at the docks. 
It is my aunt 
I am here for, 
helpless 
in my dumb prayer. 
My stranger-brothers 
watch me as I write. 
Alfred Cahen 
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A Kinder World 
Quietly, increasingly, the children of Chemobyl 
are leaving for the greener meadows 
of the Elysian fields. 
There death is kinder than life. 
Jean Janke 


Digitalis in the Garden 
Cheri tugged my sleeve to come ~ 
the wonders of her garden in the sun, 
delicate petals, mysteries of shades, 
shapes and cunning surprises. 
She tenderly lifted a skin-pink rose 
to show me the rosehip beneath; 
she had peeled them to gather 
nectar for our breakfast jelly. 
"Over here," she called and led 
me to purple bell-clusters, 
lined inside with Belgian lace. 
"This is digitalis." She cocked her head 
as the sun ducked behind a cloud. 
"It's poisonous." I thought of my heart 
and peered down the tubular bloom, 
awed by the chromatic spotted design. 
With her fresh heart, unshadowed 
by failure or shock, she missed the ironies, 
laughed, ran ahead playfully 
and hid behind the wild azaleas. 
Francis J. Smith 
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TO: e.e. cummings 
e. e. cummings 
I don't need to read a single word you wrote 
and already you've 
piqued my curiosity 
and I begin to question 
the unorthodox spelling of your name. 
Were you an egomaniac who flaunted convention to 
draw attention 
to yourself? 
Or did you feel so insignificant that 
capital letters seemed too big 
to fit you? 
Was there a coterie of poets whose slogan was 
NO UPPER CASE LEITERS ALLOWED 
(spelled out in lower case, of course)? 
Did you mean for me to think these thoughts 
about your name or is the whole subject 
too mundane 
to give it any thought at all? 
Would you rather I went amaying? 
And can I go amaying in July? 
Love is not forever (a day you say love is) 
Thy 
Always 
To 
Death 
Thee 
An upper case tribute to death's inevitability. 
Death always has the fina l word 
Or docs it? 
You bring life to death 
a plum tree 
a rose 
and strutting birds 
and the heart expands at last 
to fill the vastness of the sea 
pounding, expounding 
to the rhythm of 
mud-luscious, puddle-wonder( ul 
my body tingles at the sound 
feet running, dancing, hopping, jumping 
mocking the lame goat-footed 
balloon man 
who brings 
"0 Love! Upon thy dim shrine 
of intangible commcmoratioin" 
"onetwithreefourfive " 
"i spill my bright incalculable soul." 
Oh Mister Cununings 
Why do you play with me this way? 
Don' t you like your grceneyed girl? 
You found a way to say it all 
etcetera 
aunt, sister, mother 
father 
talk-ing, do-ing, hop--ing 
SA LUTING the flag 
etcetera 
while 
nephew, brother, FAVORITE SON 
lay in a ditch dreaming 
et 
cetera 
et 
cetera 
ohmy 
where is YOUR Etcetera? 
And when you picked a song to sing 
it was not of yourself you sang 
but of Olaf glad and big 
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who died 
because 
he would not kiss the fucking flag 
and 
wouldn't eat just any shit. 
He surely was more blond than I 
more brave without a doubt 
To stay alive 
I'd eat shit and 
kiss a thousand fucking flags. 
Were you ever loved by anyone 
or did noone stop to kiss your face? 
Did the time go by too quickly 
autumn, winter, spring, summer 
septembering arms of year extend 
a blackred rose 
Or did you slow down time to notice that 
"nobody, not even the rain, has such small hands" 
"and should some why completely weep" 
"your father's fingers brought her sleep"? 
Through dooms of love 
and theys of we 
I moved through your poetry 
and I thank you E. E. 
for 
"leaping gree spirits of trees" 
and 
''blue true dream of sky" 
And for inextinguishable. 
implacable. 
tremulous 
TRUTH. 
If (jesus told you; you 
wouldn't believe 
it) 
I don't expect you'll 
believe 
me. 
(now the ears of my ears awake and 
now the eyes of my eyes are opened) 
M.J. Webster 
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John Carroll, will not write a silly biographic note. 
Valerie L. Hobson is a freshman majoring in English. She wants to be a teacher 
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vermont, is comfortably transferred atJohnCarroll University, and is still majoring 
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Peter Leon grew up in Cleveland, is 38 years old, and has been writing for seven 
years. He studied pnntmaldng at the Cleveland Institute of Art and worked in the 
Children's Educat10n department at the Cleveland Museum of Art. 
James Magner, Jr. is a professor of English at John Carroll University. He has 
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Ransom. 
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